responded with a vague heavy throb at every recollection,
every word of hers as he devoutly repeated it. ... For an
instant a thought flashed through his mind that he had
dreamed all this. But at the same moment his whole being
ached in swooning anguish as the impression of her hot breath,
her words, her kiss rose vividly again in his imagination. He
closed his eyes and sank into oblivion. A clock struck some-
where; it was getting late; twilight was falling.

It suddenly seemed to him that she was bending over him
again, that she was looking into his eyes with her exquisitely
clear eyes, wet with sparkling tears of serene, happy joy, soft
and bright as the infinite turquoise vault of heaven at hot
midday. Her face beamed with such triumphant peace; her
smile was warm with such solemnity of infinite bliss; she leaned
with such sympathy, with such childlike impulsiveness on his
shoulder that a moan of joy broke from his exhausted bosom.
She tried to tell him something, caressingly she confided some-
thing to him. Again it was as though heartrending music smote
upon his hearing. Greedily he drank in the air, warm,
electrified by her near breathing. In anguish he stretched out
his arms, sighed, opened his eyes. . . . She stood before him,
bending down to his face, all pale as from fear, all in tears,
all quivering with emotion. She was saying something to him,
entreating him with half-bare arms, clasping and wringing her
hands; he folded her in his anris, she quivered on his
bosom ...

PART II
CHAPTER I
WHAT is it? What is the matter witiht you?" said
Ordynov, waking up completely, still pressing her in
his strong, warm embrace. "What is the matter with you,
Katerina? What is it, my love?"
She sobbed softly with downcast eyes, hiding her flushed face
on his breast. For a long while she could not speak and kept
trembling as though in terror.
"I don't know, I don't know," she said at last, in a hardly
audible voice, gasping for breath, and scarcely able to
articulate. "I don't know how T came here ..." She clasped